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Summary: 


During a quiet Contigan night, Piers is beset by murderous 
bedsheets, but not really. 


Sleeping Habits 


The air is thin, but heavy when he tries to drag it into his 
lungs, and in a half-dazed moment, Piers thinks he might be 
back in the Kibombo Mountains, precariously holding his 
breath at every sudden sound. But it’s absent—the sound of 
distant drum beats, and there is something wrapped around 
him, pinning his arms to his sides. This is not Kibombo; 
where are the others? Has he been captured? He opens his 
mouth, and 


wakes up to stifling darkness and his own sudden 
exclamation, startling him upright. He looks down at himself 
in vain. No, he wasn’t wrong. There was something wrapped 
around him, but it is only a thin, white bedsheet. He doesn’t 
know how he did it, but he’s managed to, despite folding the 
sheet and placing it neatly on the end of the bed, get the 
damned thing wrapped around his own head. He throws it 
off himself, kicking it away in disgust. Immediately, he’s 
relieved to find that the air of their innroom is sweet and 
fresh, smelling of the dry leaves that the people of Contigo 
weave their rugs with. He sits there, relishing his newfound 
ability to breathe, but finds a new problem. His throat is dry. 


He glances around the room at the other beds, slipping one 
foot onto the stone floor, then the other. The hay-stuffed bed 
rustles with his every movement, and though he shares the 
room with three others, he does not worry about disturbing 
their rest. Sheba’s snoring is loud enough to cover any noise 
he might make. It comes in waves, and he times his steps 
with it as he makes his way to the jug of water in the middle 
of the room. 


There is something ridiculous about this, about the rasp of 
the rug under his bare feet, about the sleeping bodies in the 


room, about the strong breeze through the open windows, 
blowing in from the Jupiter Lighthouse. A mixture of things 
that have become familiar and things he’d never given 
previous thought to and things he'll never experience again, 
and though these days are mere fractions compared to how 
long he’s lived in Lemuria, they are so hectic, so 
uncomfortable, and so bright in his memories. 


He pours himself a cup of water, pulling a stool out from 
under the table to sit on, sending a quiet thank you to 
Sheba as he does so. As he glances her way, he notices—one 
of the beds is empty. 


It’s not Sheba’s, of course. And it’s not Jenna’s. The Mars 
adept has a bad sleeping habit, and even with the scarce 
light filtering through the window, Piers knows that the 
figure hanging almost upside-down off the bed next to 
Sheba’s is Jenna. 


But maybe the worst sleeping habit is insomnia. 


Piers drains the cup of water, and with a long-suffering sigh, 
he gets up, goes to the door of the innroom, and closes it 
softly behind himself. If he knows Felix, he knows the man 
won't go far, and sure enough, as Piers steps out and turns 
the corner, something catches his eye. He looks up and finds 
him sitting on a ledge overlooking the inn. 


The Venus adept spots him too. He’s got his armor on, his 
sword lying on the ground beside him, but his head tilts 
towards Piers in a way that seems entirely unguarded. One 
gloved hand rises in greeting before it closes in a fist and 
falls back into his lap. Then, he turns away, as if something 
else in the quiet town has caught his attention. 


There is nothing to suggest that Felix wishes for company. 
It’s hard to say if all non-Lemurians are the same; Piers has 


little experience with their mannerisms, but they are less 
stubborn, less stuck in their ways. He thinks he might have 
stood over his mother’s grave for years, if not for their rush 
to leave Lemuria. 


And so, he nods and walks a circle around the inn. The grass 
is dry, prickling with every step. It is a short circle he walks 
before going back inside. The innroom is as he left it. As if to 
welcome him back, he’s met with a rather loud snort and he 
laughs into the crook of his arm. 


His feet are dirty. He could wash them off, but he lets them 
hang off the end of his bed, imagines that this might be how 
Jenna feels and shuts his eyes. 


Not too long later, the door opens and with steps so soft they 
can’t be anything but sheepish, Felix creeps in and pads 
across the room. There’s a rustle of hay, and then the rest of 
the night is silent. 


Except for the snoring. 


